But the other did not answer. There was a step in
the hail and, my heart thumping against my ribs,, I
moved quickly into the shadow of the wall. A man came
out and stood for an instant in the doorway. I recognised
his clothes but his face I had not seen before. It was the
man whom the waiter had called Heinberger,

He walked quickly down the path to the terrace, yet
as the light shone for that brief instant on his face I had
seen a thin, firm mouth, a strong jaw, sunken cheeks, a
fine, broad forehead. But these things were incidental. 1
scarcely noticed them. For I had seen something else,
something that I had not seen since I had left Hungary:
the eyes of a human being with nothing left to hope for
but death to end his misery.

When I got to my room I opened the shutters, drew
the curtains and sank into bed with a sigh of relief.
I was very, very tired.

For a time I lay with my eyes shut, waiting for
sleep. But my mind was too busy for oblivion. My head
was hot, and the pillow became warm and sticky. I turned
and twisted. I opened my eyes, closed them again. Paul
Heinberger was Emil Schimler. Emil Schimler was Paul
Heinberger. Koche must keep trying. Schimler must know
what had happened. Schimler and Koche. Spies, both of
them. I had discovered the truth. Beghin must know. To-
morrow morning. A long time to wait. Early. Six o'clock,
No, the post office would not be open and Beghin would
be in bed. Beghin in pyjamas. He should know immedi-
ately. Absurd. Heavens, but I was tired. Must go to sleep,
Heinberger was Schimler. Spies.

I got out of bed, put on a bathing-wrap, and sat by the
window.

Heinberger was Schimler. He must be arrested without
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